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To Aid Your Bible Study 


The Megiddo Message 


is published for the dissemination of Bible 
truth alone. It will 


e Strengthen your faith in the Bible 
e Answer perplexing religious questions 


e Give you courage for these uncertain 
times 


e Help you live above the world’s moral 
corruption 


e Reveal to you how to develop a char- 
acter acceptable to God 


e Bring peace and stability to your life 


1 year $1.00 
Six months 50 


Subscription rates 


Subscribers, please send in names of your 
friends who may be interested in reading 
this publication, for free sample copies. No 
obligation on your part or theirs. 





Instructive Booklets 


Each booklet is a complete subject of 
itself. They make the Bible understandable 
and interesting to study. 

HISTORY OF THE MEGIDDO MISSION 
THE COMING OF JESUS AND ELIJAH 
WHAT MUST WE DO TO BE SAVED? 
THE KINGDOM OF GOD 
THE GREAT APOSTASY 
AFTER DEATH, WHAT? 
HELL AND THE DEVIL 
SPIRITUAL CREATION 
THE HOLY SPIRIT 


THE SABBATH 
TRINITY 
Complete set $2.25 
Single copies .20 
History 40 





THE KNOWN BIBLE AND ITS DEFENSE 


IN TWO VOLUMES 
By the late Rev. Maud Hembree 


As a further study of the Scriptures thege 
books are invaluable to the earnest student. 
They were designed to bring men and 
women back to the Bible, and to defend its 
pages from the attacks of the skeptics, in- 
fidels, and atheists. Many perplexing ques- 
tions and seeming contradictions are an- 
swered in a direct and fearless manner. 
Fabrikoid binding. 


Vol. 1, 384 pages $1.50 
Vol. 2, 404 pages 1.50 
Both volumes 2.50 


THE MEGIDDO MESSAGE 


DEVOTED TO THE CAUSE OF CHRIST 
Percy J. Thatcher, Editor 
July 2, 1955 


A Service for Parents 


In response to the increasing public de- 
mand we have a growing children’s litera- 
ture department. 

Sunday School leaflets—interest-catching, 
attractive, colorful—are available for all, 
from tots to teen-agers. Also several books 
are in circulation, which are listed below. 
Some of these offer not only something to 
read about the great characters of Bible 
history but something to do—a delight to 
eager little fingers. 

Parents who have awakened to the tragic 
effects of comic magazines and other non- 
sensical attractions to the juvenile mind 
which radio and television are bringing into 
their homes, are welcoming these “helps” 
with amazing gratitude as a guide to high 
moral ideals. 

Parents, teachers, guardians, yours is a 
great responsibility. Day after day in your 
home you are weaving the moral fabric of 
the rising generation; you are fashioning 
the character of tomorrow’s men and women. 
The tender years of a child’s life are when 
the deepest impressions can be made. Do 
not allow this formative period to slip by 
without instilling high and noble principles 
into your child’s mind. 


Pictures for Busy Little Hands 


to Color, Cut Out and Paste 
Twenty-two pages. Wholesome childhood 
scenes in poster pictures to be colored, cut 
out and assembled. Size 9 by 12 inches. 
Price 35 


Bible Story Color Book 


Thirty-two delightful short stories of 
favorite Bible characters, with illustrating 
pictures to color. Size 8% by 11 inches. 
Instructive, entertaining. Price -50 


DANIEL 


Forty-six pages, illustrated. A story for 
youthful minds, related in an appealing 
and inspirational manner. Price 15 


The Story of JOSEPH 
Eighty-three interesting pages, with full- 
color illustrations. This story is ever new to 
the young and old. Price 15 





Synopsis of our Faith and 
Work 


THE Megiddo Mission is an independent 
organization. It is in no way affiliated with 
any other religious body. It was founded in 
the year 1880 by the late Rev. L. T. Nichols, 
and has been located at the present address 
in Rochester, N. Y., since 1904. 

It is the firm belief of the Megiddo Mis- 
sion that the second coming of Jesus Christ 
and the inauguration of His world-wide 
Kingdom is imminent. The Bible clearly 
declares that this event will be preceded by 
the coming of Elijah the Prophet to herald 
the glorious Day, to gather the saints, and 
raise the dead to be ready to meet the Lord 
when He comes. 

Being convinced that these events are 
near at hand, the Megiddo Mission is ear- 
nestly endeavoring to prepare a people to 
be ready for the Lord’s advent. Moral per- 
fection besides purity of doctrine is a direct 
Biblical command. Among the members of 
the Megiddo Mission perfection of char- 
acter is the goal. Invitations are always 
extended to whomsoever will to come and 
join us in this work, and partake of the 
“water of life freely.” 





Be a Channel, 


not simply a Reservoir 


Have you found a cup of blessing? Pass 
it on! Has a refreshing rivulet from the 
fount of life coursed your way? Do not 
allow it to dam up in you, for you cannot 
drink it all. Be a channel of blessing to 
others as some one has channeled it to- 
ward you. 

Reservoirs store water, channels carry it 
to others. Let us be blessed to be blessing. 
Send today for literature to distribute. 


DIVINE RADAR (article in leaflet form 
which appeared in the June 4th MEGIDDO 
MESSAGE) 50 per 100 


THE MEGIDDO MESSAGE (special sam- 
ple copies) .50 per dozen 


THE COMING OF JESUS AND ELIJAH 
(a 64-page booklet) $1.00 per dozen 





THE MEGIDDO MESSAGE is published biweekly by the Megiddo Mission Church, 481 Thurston 
Rd., Rochester 19,N. Y.Subscription rates: One year, $1.00; 6 months, 50 cents; single copies, 
5 cents. In Great Britain and other sterling areas subscription fees are payable through 
the medium of the International Money Orders which can be secured through the locai 
bank, or International Reply Coupons (current value, eight cents) which can be purchased 
at the post office. Make checks or Money Orders for all literature payable to the Megiddo 
Mission Church. Please notify promptly of any change of address. Entered as second-class 
matter, October 15, 1920, at the Post Office at Rochester, N. Y.,under Act of March 3, 1879. 
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THE MILLS OF GOD 
Concerning the struggle for liberty through all ages 


EPISODE I 
(670 B. C.) 


¢¢ HE year of Jubilee!” Adoram’s smile was bitter 

and mirthless as he heard the phrase on the lips 

of his fellowbondmen. “The fiftieth year!’ What 
profit to him was the fiftieth, or the fifty-first, or any 
year? Had he not already earned his release twice over, 
and still he was under the yoke? How then could he hope 
for freedom in the year of Jubilee which was about to 
dawn? for under the wicked King Ahaz, the law of God 
given through Moses had been forgotten, the temple de- 
filed and closed, idols erected in every principal gathering- 
place, the precepts and worship of Jehovah kept alive 
only by tradition. And his master Jared, who shamelessly 
bowed before the image of Moloch, was not the man to 
willingly part with valuable property. 

Adoram was no slave by birth, but a free son of Israel, 
of a wealthy family, now in galling captivity through no 
fault of his own. His father had perished in that awful 
day of slaughter when “Pekah the son of Remaliah slew 
in Judah a hundred and twenty thousand in one day,” 
and he himself, as a lad of fourteen, had been one of 
those two hundred thousand unhappy captives whom the 
children of Israel had carried away to Samaria. 

The captors being reproved by the prophet Obed for 
this unnatural act, the return march was begun; but 
when near Jericho, where freedom awaited, he, with sev- 
eral other attractive youngsters, was surreptitiously sold 
by a guard to a passing Edomite trader, and carried to 
Jerusalem. Here he was purchased by Jared, a rich He- 
brew, a hard master, who made all his slaves, whether 
of his own nation or otherwise, “serve with rigor” until 
worn out and worthless. 

And now, for fifteen long years Adoram had endured 
the bitter servitude. For fifteen years he had not worn 
a freeman’s robe; for fifteen years no money had jingled 
in his purse. No tidings had come from his mother and 
brethren. He longed for freedom, but the future gave no 
promise, no hope. Hence his unbelieving smile at the 
mention of the year of Jubilee, when all men were per- 
mitted by the Mosaic ordinance to go free, every one to 
his own home and people. 

Only a few days of the old year remained, when one 
memorable day a whisper went through the great house, 
a rumor of the grave sickness of the king. Hope began to 
quicken in the breasts of Jared’s human chattels, and 
with each new report relayed throughout the city from 
the palace, it grew and swelled until the day that the cry 
filled the streets: 

“The king is dead; long live King Hezekiah!” 

Hezekiah! all Jerusalem knew of this gentle prince, of 
his friendship for the priests of the Lord, so long fugi- 
tives and outcasts, of his kind acts and his abhorrence of 
all his father’s wicked ways. As the music of the corona- 
tion festivities penetrated the house and reached their 
ears, the slaves rushed toward the streets to join the cele- 


brants, when the way was suddenly barred by Jared, his 
face dark with anger. 


“Back to your tasks, worthless swine!” he snarled. 
“This is Jared’s house, not Hezekiah’s; and in it Jared is 
king. Things will go on here as before, except that if 
you leave your work again, your punishments will be 
long remembered. To work, there!” 

At sunset that day, as the Jubilee year opened, the her- 
alds of the new king rode through the streets proclaiming 
“liberty throughout all the land, unto all the inhabitants 
thereof.” But to Jared’s slaves, locked and securely 
guarded in their quarters, the words came as a mockery. 

Adoram, however, was not defeated. Biding his time 
until the corrupt judges of the city had been replaced by 
new magistrates, he evaded his master one day and laid 
his case before them. He and Jared were summoned to 
the council, where, in a straightforward and convincing 
manner, he told his story, confirming it by witnesses 
from his master’s household. 


“What!” cried the judge, “do you mean that this man 
has kept you in bondage over two sabbatical years, when 
all Hebrew servants should go free?” 

oe 2 ew 

Jared was questioned, and was unable to disprove 
Adoram’s statements; but, confident that these judges 
were of the same type as their predecessors, he assumed 
a defiant attitude. 

“Jared,” said the magistrate, sternly, “release this 
man.” 

Jared smiled. “Another year.” 

“Now!” thundered the judge. Jared made no move. 
Two soldiers, stepped forward and prepared to bind him. 
Pale with terror, he stammered: 

“T will release him; let him depart at once! Let me 
never see him again!” 

“Not so fast,” the judge exhorted. “Have you never 
read in the law, ‘And when thou sendest him out free 
from thee, thou shalt not let him go away empty; thou 
shalt furnish him liberally’ ?” 

Jared, goaded in an extremely tender spot, lost all 
caution. 


“T will not! His freedom is enough. What is the law 
to me?” 

The judge was unruffled. “You confessed that Adoram 
has served you faithfully for fifteen years. He is awarded 
twenty-five pieces of gold, to be paid at once.” 

The soldiers held the struggling man, who ground his 
teeth with rage, while a scribe lifted his purse from his 
belt and counted out the money to Adoram. Jared was 
raving, shouting: 

“Let me go! I am ruined! May the curse of Baal rest 
on you!” 

“Baal is dead, and the Lord is the true God,” answered 
the judge. ‘““And you had best not go yet, for the rest of 
your bond servants have been summoned hither, and we 
— need your signature and your money-bags again 
today.” 

With a loud moan of anguish, Jared toppled over in a 
~~ faint, his head striking the stone floor with a hollow 
thud. 


Adoram stood in the street, a free man, with money in 
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his purse, bodily strength and vigor. He would go to the 
reopened temple to give thanks; then he would seek his 
kinsfolk and his father’s possessions. The sunshine was 
warm and balmy; liberty was sweet. 


EPISODE II 
(A. D. 1215) 


ROSS, impenetrable darkness covered all the earth. 

The world for over five centuries had been follow- 

ing the basest superstitions, not one fearing God 

and departing from evil; truth had perished in the street 

and there was none to lift her up. The entire fabric of 

civilization had collapsed into a sea of abysmal ignorance, 

brutality and misery. Political and religious tyranny, 

hand in hand, held the bodies and minds of men in an iron 

grasp. The Roman hierarchy, ruling over the kings of 
the earth, was apparently invincible. 

And yet, with the light of truth completely extin- 
guished, the lamp itself was not to be crushed under the 
iron heel of the Roman colossus, for the Angel of God was 
protecting it as a priceless treasure. Truth should one 
day live again, but a long period of evolution must in- 
tervene before it could safely reveal itself in its primitive 
simplicity and beauty. “The mills of God grind slowly, 
yet they grind exceeding small.” And even then the 
mills of God were turning slowly, slowly. 

On a verdant meadow near Runnymede stood a great 
pavilion. In it a scene was taking place which was to in- 
fluence future events far more than the actors themselves 
imagined. On one side stood a group of mailed barons, 
grim and determined. On the other, pale, worried, desper- 
ate, was King John of England, with a handful of re- 
tainers. Without, standing at ease in the June sunshine, 
were massed the soldiers of the nobles, their armor 
shining, the pennons on their lances fluttering in the 
breeze. 

The king stormed, protested, objected; but always his 
gaze would rest upon the relentless countenances of the 
men before him and the show of military force around 
him—power, he reflected bitterly, which should be his 
to wield at will, but which was treacherously turned 
against him. And at length, because there was nothing 
else to do, he gave his grudging approval to the paper 
which had lain before him during three days of delibera- 
tion and heated argument. A scribe affixed the Great 
Seal, and to the English nation was given Magna Charta, 
the model of English and later of American liberties, by 
which the lives and properties of the people were pro- 
tected from a rapacious and unscrupulous sovereign. The 
idea of absolute monarchy was broken, the king no longer 
owned his subjects, body and soul. True, the new charter 
was a limited instrument, affording little protection to the 
submerged masses, but it was a beginning. A tiny, almost 
imperceptible rift had appeared in the system of tyr- 
anny; the mills of God had produced some small result; 
but many weary centuries must yet elapse before the bells 
could be plainly heard, proclaiming “liberty throughout 
all the land.” 


EPISODE III 
(A. D. 1492) 


UNSET at sea. A tiny fleet of quaint, awkward cara- 
vels rolling heavily in an ugly cross current. With 
difficulty even the cat-like sailors kept their footing. 

On the quarterdeck of the foremost craft stood a short, 
stocky Genoese, the captain, by his dress and demeanor; 
facing him was as choice an assortment of cutthroats as 


ever the slums of Seville and Barcelona spewed forth. 
Mutiny was written large upon each scarred and vicious 
face, Excitedly they talked to one another; knives were 
flashed threateningly. 

The captain, in firm, fearless tones, was haranguing 
his crew, exhorting them to return to their duties or 
quarters, to stand by for one night more, to remember 
that starvation would surely overtake them before they 
could hope to reach Spain should they undertake to re- 
turn. Not an inch would he move from his position, al- 
though the spokesmen for the menacing mob grew 
insolent in their demands for a change of course. Some 
superhuman power seemed to strengthen him to say, 
“Sail on, and on, and on!” until even his hard and desper- 
ate crew were overpowered by his indomitable will and 
sublime confidence, and returned to their places. 

For, although he knew it not, the mills of God were 
grinding slowly, slowly; and he, with his dominant per- 
sonality and great faith, was a part of the machinery. 
The unseen angel was at his side, directing him to a new 
world, the land-of-room-enough, where some day a new 
mind should be developed, the shackles of political servi- 
tude be shattered, and eventually spiritual bondage be 
cast off in the safety of this civil liberty. 

But neither civil nor religious freedom was in the mind 
of Columbus as he sailed westward, ever westward. Far 
from it. The darkness was as dense as ever, a darkness 
that could be felt. The Inquisition that infamous tool of 
priestly oppression, was daily claiming its victims in hor- 
rible fashion. He himself was a product of the times, bent 
on advancing the temporal and spiritual interests of the 
Church of Rome, and chaining the simple natives of the 
new-found world to the Spanish yoke. In fact, he was 
destined to incur the severe displeasure of his Queen by 
his persistent slave-trading activities. 

Little did he dream that this land, to his mind an in- 
exhaustible reservoir of slaves and a fertile field for the 
growth and spread of superstition, was to become a haven 
for the oppressed who fled from the very power he rep- 
resented, and the birthplace of the renascent truth in 
all its splendor. 


EPISODE IV 
(A. D. 1521) 


NSIDE the great hall, candles were being lighted as 

the April sun declined over the spires and gables of 

Worms. The town itself was crowded, for the Diet of 
the German States was in session. The room was packed 
to the doors, only the Emperor and a few others having 
space to sit. The nobility and high clergy of Germany 
were here in force, their costumes colorful and glittering, 
their faces dark and lowering. Electors, dukes, archdukes, 
margraves, princes, counts, lords, ambassadors, bishops 
and prelates stared unbelievingly at the scene before 
them. 

It was high drama, and tense. On the throne sat 
Charles V, heir of a long line of Catholic sovereigns, scion 
of the house of Hapsburg, Holy Roman Emperor, ruling 
over a vaster domain than any save Charlemagne, symbol 
of the medieval unities, backed by the full power of the 
Roman Church whose creature the Empire was. 

Before him, the center of interest and the reason for 
this extraordinary assembly, stood a simple monk in the 
brown cowl of the Augustinian Order. A miner’s son, 
with no official standing and nothing to sustain him save 
his own faith and stubborn will-power, Martin Luther, 
the theologian from Wittenberg, had thrown all Germany 
into an uproar by challenging the authority of Rome as 
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no man had dared to challenge it since the days of Huss, 
the Bohemian martyr. And Rome, deeply wounded in a 
tender spot and, it is possible, dimly aware of the shape 
of things to come, was raging, demanding recantation or 
punishment. 

Eck, the prosecutor, was ending his harangue. 

“Martin, would you put your judgment above that of 
so many famous men and claim that you know more than 
they all? You have no right to question the most holy 
orthodox faith . . . confirmed by the sacred councils, de- 
fined by the Church in which all our fathers believed 
until death, and which now we are forbidden by the Pope 
and the emperor to discuss lest there be no end of debate. 
I ask you, Martin—answer candidly—do you or do you 
not repudiate your books and the errors which they 
contain?” 

In this historic moment the past and the future stood 
face to face. Other men had attempted the break and had 
paid with their lives; was history to repeat itself, or had 
Mene Tekel appeared on the wall of the old order with its 
comfortable monopoly? 

In the monk’s answer lay the choice between life and 
the possibility of a painful death, but his words came 
without hesitation, ringing clear through the crowded 
hall. 

“Since then Your Majesty and your lordships desire a 
simple reply, I will answer. ... Unless I am convinced by 
Scripture and plain reason—I do not accept the authority 
of popes and councils, for they have contradicted each 
other—my conscience is captive to the Word of God. 
I cannot and I will not recant anything, for to go against 
conscience is neither right nor safe. Here I stand; I can- 
not do otherwise, so help me God! Amen!” 

There was a shocked silence as the speaker threw up 
his arms in the gesture of a victorious knight and slipped 
out of the hall into the twilight of the street. But in that 
pregnant silence might have been heard the rumbling of 
the mills of God, and the crashing and splintering of the 
once impregnable bulwarks of the Church of Rome. 

When the time is ripe, God acts. The time had come 
when the political supremacy of the Church was being 
questioned. Throughout Europe there was an upsurge of 
nationalism; the princelings of the Empire were begin- 
ning to dream of independent power; this was their op- 
portunity, and many of them were ready to support any 
movement which looked promising. Until his dangerous 
years were over, Martin Luther, the rebel and heretic, 
was able to find among the discontented nobles enough 
practical support to keep him from the stake. Thus the 
so-called Reformation was born, and thus it spread until 
the monopoly of a thousand years was broken and its 
terrors banished in large areas of Europe. 

This, too, was a part of the plan of the Eternal for the 
resurrection of His long-buried Truth. The human con- 
science must be liberated and the Bible freed from its 
“Babylonian Captivity,” restored to a position of re- 
spect, and, in the common tongue, made available and 
familiar to the common people. To this end, Martin Luther 
was the instrument of Divine purpose, as much as Cyrus 
of Persia or King John or Christopher Columbus, al- 
though no more a subject of salvation than they. 

For Luther, with all his courage and in spite of his pro- 
fessed devotion to the Scriptures, had no knowledge of 
saving truth nor any love for the same. While he reformed 
many of the gross abuses of the old order (for which the 
whole world is his debtor), he accepted and taught to the 
day of his death every basic error and superstition con- 
tained in the cup of abominations held by the Mother of 
Harlots. 


A better day had dawned, it is true, and the world 
would never be the same, but the spiritual darkness was 
as yet unbroken. All was leading to a far-distant end. 
The temporal power of Rome was cracking, her spiritual 
dominion must likewise crumble some day; but not yet 
could be heard the bells of liberty, proclaiming full eman- 
cipation from vain tradition and pagan fable. 


EPISODE V 


(A. D. 1776) 


N THE STREET before the old State House the crowd 

milled ceaselessly, elbowing, jostling, forgetful of the 

sticky July heat, almost unbearable in its sultriness. 
All eyes were fixed upon the empty balcony above. A 
young negro appeared at a lower doorway. Instantly a 
score of voices hailed him: 

“Anything new, boy?” 

“No, sah; dey’s still talkin’ it over.” 

“When are they going to let us know?” impatiently. 

“T dunno, sah. When dey finds out what dey’s goin’ to 
do, I reckon.” And with a broad grin he slipped back into 
the hallway and closed the door. 

Within, a company of grave men, dressed in the quaint 
costume of the day, were engaged in serious deliberation. 
The heat was stifling, and swarms of flies from a livery 
stable across the street invaded the room and bit savagely 
at the silk-stockinged legs of the assembled statesmen. 
But the discomfort was endured, if not forgotten, in the 
tension of the moment, for great events were taking 
place. This body of men were performing the operation 
which was to make the United States of America a free 
and independent nation. 

A short-sighted government in the mother country 
had forgotten or ignored the ancient guarantees of Anglo- 
Saxon liberty, and underestimated the tempers of the 
colonists, weary of interference, exploitation and oppres- 
sion. And now the lamb had developed lion’s claws and 
turned at bay, ready to battle to the death for political 
autonomy. 

Since the discovery of America, the mills of God had 
turned slowly but ceaselessly; the leaven of liberty and 
self-assertion was working throughout the civilized 
world. In Europe feudalism had waned; in America it 
had never flourished to any great extent. With the com- 
ing of the English-speaking religious fugitives, Magna 
Charta had been implanted upon free soil, and the few 
Latin influences, which have always fostered ignorance 
and oppression, had been pushed into the background. In 
a word, people were beginning, after centuries of inac- 
tion, to think. 

As the Reformation had taught men that the author- 
ity of the Pope was not indispensable in religion or poli- 
tics, so now the idea was dawning that kings of the old 
type were also “excess baggage,” a drag on the wheels of 
progress. And this new nation, “conceived in liberty and 
dedicated to the proposition that all men are created 
equal,” whose birth we have just beheld, was unique in 
that it was to be dominated by neither Papacy nor Epis- 
copacy—church and state were to be two separate en- 
tities, neither interfering with the other. 

The Angel of God, brooding over the dark waters of the 
river of Time, was arranging events to the end that when, 
more than a century later, one with a good and honest 
heart should come into the world to light again the torch 
of true liberty—the Truth of the everlasting God—un- 
aided by the touch of angelic hand or direct revelation, 
he would be unhampered by the persecutions of temporal 
despots or religious fanatics in high places. 

(Continued on page 6) 
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NE fleeting moment at the sum- 

mit of Pikes Peak drew from 

the soul of Katherine Lee 
Bates words which have long lived in 
the heart of every loyal American. 
And as long as the stars and stripes 
continue to wave “‘o’er the land of the 
free and the home of the brave,” 
AMERICA, THE BEAUTIFUL will never 
cease to thrill the citizens of our fair 
land. 

It was the summer of 1893. The 
day was clear, and from that com- 
manding peak in Colorado Miss Bates 
beheld the spaciousness and majesty 
of our country. “It was then and 
there,” she afterward wrote, “as I 
was looking out over the sea-like ex- 
panse of fertile country spreading so 
far\yaway under those ample skies, 


as Z VP ~ {that the opening line of the hymn 


oated into my mind.” 
“S~Not only does her famous national 
“hymn describe our great American 
heritage—beautiful for spacious skies, 
... amber waves of grain, ... purple 
mountain majesties above the fruited 
plain. More than all this she envi- 
sioned great American principles pos- 
sessing the potency to lift our na- 
tional life to a nobler and more ex- 
alted plane. 
“America! America! 
God mend thine ev’ry flaw, 
Confirm thy soul in self-control, 
Thy liberty in law.” 
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If, in the sixty-odd years since 
these lines were scribed, American 
citizens had adhered to this high 
principle of confining their liberties 
to the limitations of the law, this 
country might well have occasion to 
boast. But, sadly, law has been aban- 
doned, its bounds defied, until as a 
nation we are, the rather, compelled 
to blush. 

But what of us as Christians who 
have pledged allegiance to Divine 
law? Are we finding our liberties 
there, within its ample scope; or are 
we pressing the borders, battering 
the bounds, in quest of larger liber- 
ties? Are we content, satisfied with 
the privileges which God’s law per- 
mits; or are we disconsolate, restive, 
feasting our eyes on a multitude of 
attractions which the law prohibits? 

Lawlessness is the order of the age, 
the trend of the times. The contagion 
of lawlessness is like that of the 
plague. Christian, beware of this 
dread and well-nigh incurable disease! 
Far better the prevention than the 
attempted cure. That first digression 
from law, that hair’s breadth of de- 
viation, that almost imperceptible 
overstepping of the bounds, so often 
proves fatal. The breaking down of 
principle even over the smallest issue 
paves the way for further breakdown 
until eventually the principle is lost 
entirely. 

Absolute allegiance to the law of 
God is our highest privilege. “The 
law of the Lord is perfect.” Unswerv- 
ing loyalty to that law, unfeigned 
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love of its ennobling precepts, un- 
bounded delight in its every demand, 
will make us likewise perfect. And 
the perfect life shall one day be made 
perpetual. What though the law im- 
pose a thousand restrictions? Does 
it not bestow a thousand times a thou- 
sand blessings, and proffer manifold 
more for the future? Can we not glad- 
ly tolerate temporal restrictions for 
eternal rewards? If the law has cur- 
tailed one talent, if it has thwarted 
one desire, if it has blighted one hope, 
it has also spared us ten thousand ills. 

Remember, allegiance to law is a 
matter of choice, not compulsion. If 
we choose to wander away, there will 
be no officer on the borders to prevent 
our passage from right to wrong, 
from liberty to license. But, know 
this: The quest for larger liberties 
outside the limits of law holds no sat- 
isfaction beyond the gratification of 
the moment. A harried conscience 
will linger to torment us throughout 
all our indulgences. There is no true 
liberty to the man whose passions are 
stronger than his convictions. His 
passions forge his fetters. 

We know the law, we know where 
our individual safety lies. A volun- 
tary confining of ourselves to that 
safe realm—be it large or small— 
shall certainly yield high merits in 
the Day of Account. 

There are in this lax, loose age a 
few steadfast souls whom no pleasure 
can swerve, who live close to the cen- 
ter of God’s law. They are towers of 
strength, a never-failing source of 
fresh inspiration in an age when law- 
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lessness is the rule. Remember, our 
position, whether at the center of 
law, at the border, or beyond bounds, 
is leaving its impress on other lives 
day after day. Can we expect one fu- 
ture day to look with aught but the 
bitterest of remorse upon the wrecked 
life of one who has followed our wan- 
derings? 

What is the means of holding the 
central position which is so admir- 
able, so small, and yet so free from 
congestion? One rule will suffice: Jf a 
thing is questionable, REFRAIN! They 
and they only who apply this rule are 
able to retain the center of the law 
despite that constant centrifugal force 
of impulse which would otherwise 
whirl] them outward to the rim. 

It is our duty as Christians to ex- 
emplify God’s law in a lawless age. 
If we do not raise the old standard of 
purity which our spiritual forebears 
exalted and keep it high above all 
possible reproach, where then shall 
the world look for the holy life? If 
we do not demonstrate the force and 
effect of God’s law by controlled liv- 
ing, how then can the world know of 
its constraining power? 

Tighten the reins, Christian. Wel- 
come the restraining influence. Yea, 
more—cherish it! Beyond these dis- 
ciplinary days there will be a long 
eternity with no limits upon our lib- 
erties. But until larger liberties are 
lawful, O Christian, find thy liberty 
in law! 
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Certainly not since the days of King John, and per- 
haps never before in history, had the mills of God pro- 
duced a secular document so vital and far-reaching as the 
Declaration of Independence, which was signed that sum- 
mer day in “the quaint old Quaker town.” The die was 
cast. The struggle would be unequal, but with the help 
of God all things were possible. The citizens were sum- 
moned to hear the Declaration read four days later, 
and as the old bell, inscribed with the immortal words 
of the Lawgiver of Sinai, “Proclaim liberty throughout 
all the land, to all the inhabitants thereof,” pealed forth 
the glad news to the waiting throng in the street below, 
its reverberations reaching to the uttermost limits of the 


. thirteen brave little colonies and even falling discordantly 


upon the ears of the king in his palace more than three 
thousand miles distant, it spoke of a better day, a day 
when the gladsome promise should be realized to the full, 
a day of which—alas!—those valiant men had never 
heard and should never know. 


EPISODE VI 
(A. D. 1880) 


¢¢ NE! Two! Three!” 
The clock on the mantel struck the hour and 


resumed its ticking, the only sound in the room. 
Over a table, lighted by an oil lamp, bent a man in the 
prime of life. Before him lay an open Bible, together with 
several other bulky volumes. For hours he had sat thus, 
not only this night but for many months, yes, years, this 
had been a frequent occurrence. In the sacred pages, as- 
sisted by his Hebrew and Greek lexicons, he was delving 
for truth. Through dark and tortuous passages he pur- 
sued each faint glimmer of light, never tiring until his 
immediate end was attained. Now his eyes brightened as 
he turned hurriedly through a ponderous tome, then back 
to the familiar Word. From an adjoining chamber his 
wife called sleepily: 

“You must go to bed, dear, and get some sleep. You 
have worked hard today and you must work again tomor- 
row. Do stop and take some rest.” 

“Yes, yes, my dear,” he replied, “just a moment more.” 

The minutes lengthened into another hour, and the 
eastern sky was graying into dawn when he arose from 
his chair, tears of joy filling his eyes. For he had that 
night added another precious jewel to the priceless mo- 
saic he was so patiently rebuilding, piece by piece, after 
its overthrow and more than twelve centuries of willful 
neglect. 

Without, the world was apparently unchanged; dark- 
ness, thick darkness over all nations. Even the civil lib- 
erty for which the fathers of the republic had fought and 
died had been turned to license by the masses, and was 
fated to grow worse in this respect with the passage of 
years. But, all unknown to them, a mighty change had 
taken place. God had said, “Let there be light,” AND 
THERE WAS LIGHT. True, it shone faintly, so faintly that 
the darkness comprehended it not, but nevertheless clearly, 
unwaveringly, and it was destined to wax brighter and 
brighter through each succeeding day and year. Never 
again should the light be delivered into the hands of its 
enemies. 

“Truth, crushed to earth, will rise again,” said the 
poet. Granted; but history has proved that it always re- 
quires some man to set it on its feet and give it a start, 
and for this purpose the Rev. L. T. Nichols had been 
raised up. In this man’s life and work, all the prepara- 
tory steps toward emancipation since Magna Charta had 
been focused. Now he could boldly proclaim these new- 


found truths, with the most staggering of all propositions 
—perfection of character necessary to salvation—with- 
out fear of violent interference or suppression. Such free- 
dom of speech was unheard of in the days of Columbus, 
and even much later; but now temporal liberty had be- 
come a means to an end, a stepping-stone to spiritual 
freedom, and, in the end, liberation from the bondage of 
corruption. 

The mills of God were gathering speed, grinding with a 
louder rumbling, preparing for the great day of God Al- 
mighty when all the systems of error and all who cling 
thereto will be drawn into the whirling millstones and 
ground to powder, when “a short work will the Lord 
make upon the earth.” 


EPISODE VII 


(Eternity’s Dawn) 


T THE BLAST of the archangel’s trumpet the graves 
opened and, for the second time in earth’s career, 
a mighty host, an innumerable multitude, came 
forth to behold a world completely transformed—beauti- 
ful beyond the wildest flights of the imaginations of mor- 
tals in past ages! A Millennium of peace and righteous- 
ness had made of what was once a war-wrecked and sin- 
polluted planet, a paradise of delight. True, death had 
been in the land, but not untimely, violent, lingering or 
painful death. The aristocracy or rulers of the Kingdom 
of God, having perfected themselves in the midst of the 
“great tribulation,” had achieved liberty, immortality, 
a thousand years ago; but for the masses, however mild 
its form, the bondage of mortality prevailed. And now 
was the end of another epoch in the plan of God; like 
the calm before the storm, an ominous silence reigned in 
the political heavens. No stern, inflexible law restrained 
the rebellious element, many of whom, newly restored to 
life, were already muttering disaffection. 

A score of years passed thus; then, one great day, the 
summons to the Final Judgment went forth. At a single 
swift and terrible blow the army of the rebels, two hun- 
dred million strong—a mere handful amid the countless 
hosts of faithful ones—were swept from the earth, while 
upon the remainder, the happy subjects of the Kingdom, 
rested the benison of the Father, with the boon of end- 
less, painless existence. Then was brought to pass the 
saying that was written, “Death is swallowed up in vic- 
tory.” From pole to pole was heard the song of triumph, 
the anthem of deliverance, the shout of liberty, full and 
complete—‘“liberty throughout all the land, to ALL the 
inhabitants thereof!” 


Learn more about the greatest result of religious 
liberty in America. Order your copy of our 
latest publication— 
History of the Megiddo Mission 
featuring 
@ Rev. L. T. Nichols’ search for Bible Truth. 


e Facts concerning the organization he 
founded. 


@ 24 printed photographs showing the pro- 
gress of our work. 


@® A comprehensive synopsis of our beliefs. 


70 pages, size 6x9 inches Price 40 cents 
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DO - IT - YOURSELF 


The following essay was prepared and delivered by a 
student of the Megiddo Mission School at the graduation 
exercises, June 16. 


HE “do-it-yourself” slogan is sweeping the country. 
Tired business men and harried housewives are 
building a wide variety of household objects during their 
hours of leisure. Chairs, tables, cabinets, rose arbors and 
much more are being built by the “do-it-yourself” class. 
Once upon a time, legend has it, there were bigger 
issues involved than these which we see today, for a tem- 
ple was about to be erected. King Solomon invited all of 
his people to assist in the work. The people were divided 
into a number of groups: the wise men, the priests, the 
mighty men and the poor. 

The wise men chose to build the southern wall but were 
so weighted down by worldly cares, so busy gaining 
worldly knowledge, that they put the work of building 
their portion of the wall into the hands of their slaves. 

The priests asked permission to construct the northern 
wall; but they were deeply involved in the duties of their 
ministry, so they sent their servants instead. 

The men of means and prestige sought to build the 
eastern wall but they had no time for it. They, too, sent 
their slaves to do their share of the work. 

One wall remained—the western wall. The poor were 
granted permission to build it. With great joy they “did 
it themselves.” 

When the temple was destroyed, the legend continues, 
all of the walls crumbled but one. Indeed, if you should 
visit Jerusalem today you would still see the western 
wall, the lone rampart that still remains. 

The story is an eloquent reminder of a vastly more im- 
portant “do-it-yourself” project in which we are engaged 
today. 

Many have taken the position that an entrance into 
God’s Kingdom can be gained through accomplishments 
that are not their own. 

No doubt those who offered their services toward the 
erection of the wall, and sent others to do the work in- 
stead, received loud acclamations of praise for their part 
in the construction of the building and really thought 
they had nobly done their work. So today we behold their 
counterpart in the worldly-wise who donate large sums to 
charity, in the religious leaders who are all taken up with 
their clerical duties, and in the pleasure seekers of the 
land who carelessly pass their work on to others. Their 
checks, their work, their prestige will surely entitle them 
to a share in the finished temple, or so they believe. These 
are they who cry, “Lord, Lord, have we not done great 
things in thy name?” and to whom He will answer, “De- 
part from me, ye that work iniquity; I never knew you.” 


Progress in the erection of God’s temple is not brought 
about by checks, pious preaching, or wishful thinking. 
There is no truth more plainly taught in the Scriptures 
than that “Every man shall bear his own burden” and 
that “God will render unto every man according to his 
deeds’”—not according to what someone else has done. 
It is a delusive lullaby to believe that one can take ad- 
vantage of merits that are not his own. To believe that 
Jesus’ sacrificial death will atone for all one’s sins is 
equivalent to saying, “I will not do it myself.” 

Jesus taught, “Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs 
is the kingdom of heaven.” Enoch will stand approved 
before the Great White Throne because he “walked with 


God.” A devoted Sarah, a brave Daniel, a patient Noah, 
will be honored in the presence of the great King be- 
cause they were willing to be counted among the “poor” 
class and joyfully accomplished their share in the erec- 
tion of the wall. 

Paul, too, became “poor” that he might donate his 
share toward the building. His voice comes ringing down 
to us through the centuries, exhorting that we likewise 
be counted among the “poor” by working out our own 
salvation (Phil. 2:12). 

Let us be like the engineer who, when asked the secret 
of his success, replied, “I wanted it so much it hurt.” 
Nothing daunted him. He worked toward his goal with 
enthusiasm, with zeal, with energy. Do we really long 
for eternal life as much as this? Do our actions show that 
the erection of our portion of the wall is our one theme in 
life? The engineer kept his goal in view and bent every 
energy to attain his desire. 


We have far more offered to us. It is eternal in dura- 
tion. “Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have 
entered into the heart of man, the things which God has 
prepared for them that love him.” Love Him, how? With 
all our heart, with all our soul, with all our mind, and 
with all our strength. Is it our ambition to build the wall 
ourselves? or does the heart of the old man go out after 
his covetousness? He is so deceitful; always looking for 
an easy way out, crying, “Let me alone; and give me, 
give me, give me my own way.” It seems he has a thou- 
sand hands grasping, seeking to hold us back from our 
work of erecting the wall. To succeed, each cry must be 
silenced and every hand severed. The bells are ringing 
clearly, telling us our time is limited. What are we doing? 
Are we working or shirking? 

Nehemiah knew the secret of success; it is action! His 
people needed a wall and in just fifty-two days the wall 
was built by his guidance. The workers labored willingly 
with trowel in one hand and weapon in the other, ready 
to slay the enemy. While they worked they watched, nor 
did they pass their work on to “the other fellow.” 

The deep, wonderful things in life—courage, godlike- 
ness, spiritual knowledge, love and hope—cannot be 
achieved for us by others. Our character depends upon 
the material and the work we ourselves put into it; for, 
like that lone wall in Jerusalem which the poor built, only 
the results of our own labor will remain. 

We must do on our part, slay the enemy and finish the 
work ourselves, not wish and wait and profess, but rather 
let us be numbered with the “poor,” with the “do-it-your- 
self” class in the erection of a wall that will not crumble. 





How little do we in this twentieth century appreciate 
the blessing of being permitted to worship God according 
to the dictates of our own consciences, with none to molest 
or make afraid! 





To talk with God, 
No breath is lost— 
Talk on! 


To walk with God, 
No strength is lost— 
Walk on! 


To wait for God, 
No time is lost— 
Wait on! 


—Sel. 








“Though thy beginning was small, yet thy latter end 
should greatly increase” (Job 8:7). 


HYSICALLY speaking, every human being has a 

small beginning. We find ourselves here a living en- 
tity, borne upon the bosom of nature. We were not asked 
if we wanted to be here, and with our limited powers of 
perception at birth we were unable to form the slightest 
idea of the complexities of the life we were entering. 

However, physical life cannot in any way meet the re- 
quirements for a greatly expanded ending. Whatever our 
accomplishments during our life, whatever possessions 
we may amass, our possession of them cannot outlast 
our existence. The ending as well as the beginning is 
small. “We brought nothing into this world, and it is cer- 
tain we can carry nothing out” (I Tim. 6:7). Whether 
statesman, philosopher, industrialist, financier, intellect- 
ualist, laborer, or homemaker, all are in the same status 
at death. “The living know that they shall die, but the 
dead know not anything.” “Wise men die, likewise the 
fool and the brutish person perish, and leave their wealth 
to others. ... When he dieth he shall carry nothing away: 
his glory shall not descend after him” (Eccl. 9:5; Ps. 
49:10, 17). Experience proves the foregoing true. Where, 
then, shall we apply this comforting promise of Job 8:7? 
It can apply only to the life of the true Christian, the life 
wholly devoted to God. Only that life shall have its ending 
greatly increased. 

As with the physical, the spiritual life starts from a 
very small beginning. Prior to inception into the new life 
one may know nothing of God, of His demands, His laws 
or the rewards He offers. Upon entering the Christian 
life we are aptly described by Peter as newborn babes: 
“As newborn babes, desire the sincere milk of the word, 
that ye may grow thereby” (I Peter 2: 2). 


This newborn babe is so small that he does not know 
how to take a step. He must be shown that henceforth he 
cannot walk “as other Gentiles walk, in the vanity of 
their mind,” and that as he has “received Christ Jesus the 
Lord,” so he must walk in Him, “rooted and built up in 
him, and stablished in the faith” (Eph. 4:17; Col. 2: 
6, 7). Also his power of speech is undeveloped, he does 
not know how to talk. He shares the conviction of the 
Prophet Jeremiah when called into God’s service: “Ah, 
Lord God! I cannot speak: for I am a child” (1:6). The 
“eyes of his understanding” not being “enlightened,” 
(Eph. 1:18), he cannot see. Job speaks again of the 
“babe” in the Christian life: “Teach us what we shall say 
unto him; for we cannot order our speech by reason of 
darkness” (37:19). He must learn to speak only as the 
oracles of God” (I Peter 4:11). 

Small as the beginnings in the Christian life are, the 
newly conceived Christian life cannot—it must not— 
stop there. Growth is a divine principle, and cannot be 
sidestepped. The Almighty knows our beginning must be 
small, but He will not tolerate our remaining small. He 
demands growth. “That we henceforth be no more chil- 
dren, tossed to and fro, and carried about with every 
wind of doctrine, by the sleight of men, and cunning 
craftiness, whereby they lie in wait to deceive; but speak- 
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ing the truth in love, may grow up into him in all things, 
which is the head, even Christ: from whom the whole 
body fitly joined together and compacted by that which 
every joint supplieth, according to the effectual working 
in the measure of every part, maketh increase of the body 
unto the edifying of itself in love’ (Eph. 4: 14—16). 

With constant growth the newborn babe at length be- 
gins to take on the stature of an adolescent; his increase 
is making itself evident. But he is not satisfied with him- 
self; he wants to go on and on. “The righteous also shall 
hold on his way, and he that hath clean hands shall be 
stronger and stronger,” says the Divine Record (Job 17: 
9). The alert Christian has a major role to fill, a phe- 
nomenal growth to make, even to the “measure of the 
stature of the fullness of Christ.” 

Jesus Himself gave an example of the moral increase 
demanded of the aspirant to an endless existence, when 
He said: “Be ye therefore perfect, even as your Father 
which is in heaven is perfect” (Matt. 5: 48). Such an in- 
crease is possible if only he makes the necessary effort. 

So far the increase has been significant. The change 
from an old to a new creature has been remarkable, and 
the person involved has become a much greater man than 
when he began; yet much is left to be desired. As with 
all mortals, decline is evident; with the passing of the 
years mortality leaves its imprint. Expanding growth and 
strength in the spiritual life is accompanied by progres- 
sive decline and weakness in the physical; and unless 
some other power can be introduced to reverse the trend, 
his life too would end in tragic failure. But, thank God, a 
change to a higher plane of existence is in the plan! 

All things worthy of perpetuation shall be perpetuated ; 
God will not allow one worthy life to go unrewarded. 
Even though such a life should be punctuated by a brief 
span of years in the sleep of death, yet the plan of a 
greatly expanded ending is not annulled. He who formed 
the body and gave to man his life in the first place, has 
the power to renew that life by a resurrection from the 
dead. Then after Judgment that greatly increased right- 
eous life shall begin to take on real greatness. 

Those who have added to their stature all the Christian 
graces, who have perfected characters upspotted and 
pure, will be “men wondered at” (Zech. 3:8). And the 
promise is that the Lord shall “make thee high above all 
nations which he hath made, in praise, and in name, and 
in honor” (Deut. 26:19). “The sons also of them that 
afflicted thee shall come bending unto thee; and all they 
that despised thee shall bow themselves down at the soles 
of thy feet; and they shall call thee, The city of the Lord, 
The Zion of the Holy One of Israel. Whereas thou hast 
been forsaken and hated, so that no man went through 
thee, I will make thee an eternal excellency, a joy of many 
generations” (Isa. 60:14, 15). 

And all worthy members of Christ’s true Church shall 
be given a crown, power, dominion, wealth, the ability to 
come and go with the freedom of the wind, to “mount up 
with wings as eagles; they shall run, and not be weary; 
and they shall walk, and not faint.” And in addition, they 
shall be made equal to the angels, never to die any more. 
Oh, how small our beginning! how great our latter end! 
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June Days 


HE happy voices of children come floating in through 

this office window. Upon looking out over the green 
and spacious lawn about the Mission Home, can be seen 
delighted children of the Megiddo Day School with their 
younger, pre-school age sisters and brothers as they 
gather for a picnic dinner at festive tables in the cooling 
shade of the great elm tree. The day is one of the perfect 
June variety, roses and lilies blooming in profusion. 

Why are the children so very, very happy? School is 
out! Vacation days are back again! 

They culminated their school year last evening, June 
16, with a most entertaining program; in fact, “the very 
best ever,” as all who witnessed it agreed. There was a 
school orchestra in which every pupil participated, down 
to the youngest, a smiling lassie of six years. The musical 
presentations were worthy of special comment. 

There were recitations and well written and splendidly 
delivered essays. A one-act play, Stories Big and Small, 
was a humorous sketch showing how the story of a small 
girl’s cut hand grew to that of a major and fatal accident. 
Its lesson, however, was well emphasized by Prov. 18: 18. 

The boys dramatized The End of the Age (Noachian). 
The lowlands had flooded 40 times since first Noah had 
voiced warning of an oncoming Flood and an appeal for 
righteousness as the only vehicle to safety in the waiting 
Ark. Though the local inhabitants had grown increasingly 
skeptical, the 41st time brought the Deluge and disaster 
to the scoffers, according to the Word of the Lord. 

It was a profitable evening for all. In his closing re- 
marks our pastor commended teacher and pupils for their 
efforts and excellent results, also commented on vacation 
days—eagerly anticipated by youth and adults alike, yet 
often too brief in reality. But the vacation in glory will 
be unending if now we learn life’s lessons well. 





OBITUARY 
ROBERT YEMM 


Again the Grim Reaper has made his presence felt, 
plucking from our membership our most aged brother, 
Robert Yemm, of Fruitland, Ont., Can., June 12, 1955. 

The deceased was born February 18, 1858, in Glouces- 
tershire, England, and united in marriage to Leah 
Kate White on July 20, 1889. He leaves to mourn his loss, 
his wife; five sons, Willard, Robert, Arthur, Harold, and 
Owen Yemm; four daughters, Mrs, Alma Knight, Mrs. 
Jane Jayne, Mrs. Kate McKinnon, and Mrs. Winifred 
Howson; 15 grandchildren; 17 great grandchildren; and 
many friends and neighbors. 

Though our brother had outlived the normal “three 
score years and ten” by 27 years, yet his vigorous nature 
and wholehearted disposition had retained for him a cir- 
cle of friends which was by no means small. One of his 
greatest joys and pleasures in his declining years was to 
have his friends call to sing and speak of the glorious 
majesty of God’s coming Kingdom. 

Funeral services were conducted at the Marlatt Funeral 
Home, Hamilton, Ontario, by the Rev. P. J. Thatcher, the 
Megiddo Church double quartet rendering choice hymns 
which included the favorite, “Shall We Meet?” Interment 
was made in Fruitland Cemetery. 

To those who mourn we extend the sweet consolation 
of a risen Saviour who is “alive forevermore” and who 
is able to unlock the tomb on that Resurrection morning 
to all who have followed in His footsteps. 


ITEMS FROM OUR MAIL BAG 


A brother at Antwerp, Belgium, orders literature. 

“The Megiddo Mission Church, Dear Brother and 
Friends: By same mail I send you an International P. O. 
... for which amount I wish you to send me the following 
booklets: After Death, What?, Hell and the Devil, Spirit- 
ual Creation, The Sabbath, The Trinity. I thank you in 
advance. If extra postage is needed, I shall send extra 
stamps. 

“THE MEGIDDO MESSAGE is really remarkable; splendid 
articles giving an explanation to so many questions and 
making clear so many passages of Scripture. I am very 
glad I came across the MESSAGE three years ago... . 

“Hoping to hear from you soon, I remain, dear friends, 
yours in Christ, P. Van K—.” 


In renewing her subscription, a sister writes as fol- 
lows from Newark, N. J. 

“Dear Sir: ... The MESSAGE has been a great comfort 
to me since my husband passed away. And it teaches the 
truths that Jesus taught while He was here on earth with 
His disciples. I am trying very hard to follow in His foot- 
steps; for He said, ‘If ye love me, keep my command- 
ments. ... Ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall 
make you free.’ God bless you all in the good work you 
are doing. Please pray for me. Mrs. J— S—.” 


Gratitude is sincerely expressed in this letter from a 
brother at Hartsville, S. C. 

“Dear Friends in Christ: Just a few lines to let you 
know that we are still constant readers of THE MEGIDDO 
MESSAGE, and to thank you and the Lord for the day that 
it came to our home, for we are trying with our all to 
keep the greatest commandment of the blessed Bible, 
‘Love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, soul, mind, and 
strength,’ and we want to bring up our children to do the 
same thing. We don’t think there is any other teaching 
of today that can help us to educate ourselves and them 
in real truth of the Bible any more than THE MEGIDDO 
MESSAGE. 

“T want to say ‘thanks’ again for the MESSAGE, and may 
God’s blessings be upon you all, and may we meet some 
sweet day in the great wonderland of God. I am enclosing 
the amount for the children’s books. We would like to 
have also the children’s Sunday School leaflets... . 

Sincerely yours in the Faith, H— L. S—.” 


We are pleased to hear from the brother at Wilson, 
C 


“Dear Mr. Thatcher: I am reading THE MEGIDDO MEs- 
SAGE and the Megiddo Bible Lessons also, and like them 
fine. I like them so well I never want to be without them. 
Every time I get one through the mail I think of how 
good that last one was that I received; and no matter 
how busy I am or how important my work may be, I am 
badly dissatisfied until I have read every word in it. And 
I re-read them and underscore the most important points 
and then put them away for safe keeping. I never throw 
one away but keep them all to refer back to; and I lend 
some of them to my neighbors to read, and I tell them 
that I want it back when they are through reading it. 

“T have a friend that has read the book on the Sabbath 
which I lent him, and he said that was the best book he 
had ever read on that subject, and he wanted me to get 
him one. Enclosed you will find money order for two of 
them ... and keep the rest for a contribution. My prayer 
for you all is that God will richly bless you in understand- 
ing His Word so that you can teach others the truth which 
they so badly need to know. W. R. L—.” 
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AMERICA, THE BEAUTIFUL 


O beautiful for spacious skies, 
For amber waves of grain, 

For purple mountain majesties 
Above the fruited plain. 

America! America! 
God shed His grace on thee, 

And crown thy good with brotherhood 
From sea to shining sea. 


O beautiful for pilgrim feet 
Whose stern impassion’d stress 
A thoroughfare for freedom beat 
Across the wilderness. 
America! America! 
God mend thine ev’ry flaw, 
Confirm thy soul in self-control 
Thy liberty in law. 


O beautiful for heroes prov’d 
In liberating strife, 
Who more than self their country loved, 
And mercy more than life. 
America! America! 
May God thy gold refine 
Till all success be nobleness, 
And ev’ry gain divine. 


O beautiful for patriot dream 
That sees beyond the years 
Thine alabaster cities gleam 
Undimmed by human tears. 
America! America! 
God shed His grace on thee, 
And crown thy good with brotherhood 
From sea to shining sea. 
—Katherine Lee Bates. 
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